BARBARIAN STORIES

get them, you know, to come to the shows when
there's anything on, not that they care much for acting
- though they've a near for a good tune, and pick it up
and stick their own ridiculous words on to it - but
anything livelier. Better for them, you know, than
the things they're apt to do at New Year and Mid-
summer. One tries to put all that down, but there are
still a surprising amount of Druids wandering about,
even here-though the Northern commands are
much worse. But I've never so much as spoken to
Festydd of Dunium: there's always some excuse.'

However, by now they were off the high road. The
nearer they got to Dunium, the more they smelt sheep
and the more larks kept rising and falling out of the
turf all round them. But the only thing they passed
on the road was a woman with a tucked-up apron full
of roots, who crouched down hastily to hide her bare
legs from the Romans.

The ground rose towards the gateway, which was
barred with wicker hurdles in the gap of a steep bank.
One could not very well see where one was going,
because there was another earth wall inside, a good
deal higher than the outside ones, and very steep, with
rather a lot of daisies in the turf of it. A man with
blue, stupid eyes poked his head over the edge at one
side. After a minute's argument with the head groom
he climbed down, undid the withy knots and pulled
a hurdle half-way back. They rode in, one by one.
It was not obvious which way to turn, but the man,
guided them through narrow openings in the earth-